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creatures and SyMDOIS Mat seemed to Come dive in Me MOONWENt. 


“Far in the heart of the woods, where ancient gnarled trees stood as 
sentinels guarding the secrets of solitude, there nestled a small 
cottage. Its weathered stones and thatched roof spoke of stories 
untold—tales of sorrow and enduring strength alike. The door was 
made of heavy oak wood with intricate carvings that seemed to have 
been made by a master craftsman. The carvings depicted mystical 
creatures and symbols that seemed to come alive in the moonlight. 


The windows were small and circular, with stained glass that cast a 
kaleidoscope of colors on the walls inside. Within these walls, a 
fireplace enveloped one room; its warm and flickering glow 
embracing one thoughtful soul. Shelves held treasures few but 
meaningful, discovering new purpose in each now being shared. 
Among these treasures were herbs and balms that the hermit girl 
Adalinda had collected over time. As shadows lengthened into night, 
there came a singular knock upon aged wood. The hermit girl rose 
with quiet grace and opened the door, heart hoping this respite may 
now become a home. For she dwelled not here by choice of 
loneliness but design. Her solitude was a balm for wounded souls, a 
refuge where purpose might emerge from anguish alone. She had 
helped many wounded souls find their way back to life through her 
words and her balms. Inside these walls, comfort more profound than 
any luxury was always to be found.” 


Deeper than any sea were the anguished depths within eyes of 
stranger, reflections of sorrow so profound it pierced the soul. Her 
whisper was trembling, laced with terror of the darkness ahead. 
"Shelter me this night, I pray, and victuals if you can spare. The 
wilderness has claimed my path, leaving grief as my sole 
companion,” she pleaded mournfully. 


The hermit girl smiled with gentle compassion and opened arms that 
welcomed without stint. "You are not alone anymore, dear child. 
This cottage stands as haven for the brokenhearted and lost. Come, sit 
by the fire and thaw your fears. I shall bring sustenance to ease your 
woes and lighten heavy burdens." She spoke with heart's sincerity, 
ready to share comfort and solace with any who now found refuge 
here. 


An wellspring of gratitude and relief flooded the wanderer as she 
followed her host into the cozy chamber. She sensed a warmth 
beyond mere firelight, a kindness and understanding so precious and 
rare. 


Vaster than the sky, was the solace and comfort now given. A flame 
of hope, thought quenched forever, awakened anew. She had found a 


balm for pain and purpose where all seemed lost. The bonds of shared 
sorrow and understanding formed a shelter more profound than any 
walls. She was in safety at last. 


A cup of soothing herbal tea and bread hermit girl placed within 
trembling hands. “Refresh now and repose, for wounds and trauma 
are manifest. Share your name and tragic tale if you so wish, and I 
shall listen with patience and compassion deep.” 


The stranger drained the cup, its heat a balm, and gazed into eyes that 
reflected understanding profound. Trust blossomed forth, a fragile 
flower awakening after slumber of years. She chose now to bear her 
anguish and sorrow to this kind soul, who offered solace 
unconditional. 


At first, her lamentations emerged halting, loss and despair releasing 
slowly till she spoke of all that had been stripped away in sorrows 
wake. 


She recounted fleeing horrors unimagined, hoping to forge a new joy 
elsewhere but finding only aimlessness and anguish in their place. 
She spoke of wandering for days bereft of solace or purpose, feeling 
lost and bereaved of hope in a broken world. 


Each anguished word was a shard of glass, piercing the depths of her 
heart. Yet speaking them allowed a terrible weight to lighten, grief’s 
burden made more tolerable through this sharing. There was succor 
to be found here that went deeper than mere understanding. A 
comfort as profound as the sea, vast and echoing endlessly. This 
hermit girl’s kindness was an anchor in tumultuous times. The 
sorrows recounted a balm, released through her patient and tender 
solicitude. 


There were no platitudes here, only the solace of another soul who 
walked wounded roads. And found in that fellowship, a faint glimmer 
of light. Hope, thought extinguished, now reignited softly. Purpose 
stirred anew from embers thought ashes. She had come seeking a 
shelter, and found instead, a home. 


The hermit girl arranged a bed for her visitor in a separate room, 
more humble than her own austere space. She wanted to welcome her 
warmly but also respect her privacy. She collected fresh sheets, a 
quilt sewn from scraps of cloth, and a pillow filled with crisp oak 
leaves. They were modest items, but she hoped they would offer 
comfort without indulgence. She understood that after roaming for so 
long, a soft bed and sturdy walls would feel like a precious gift of 
peace. She did not know what the future held, but she prayed that her 
guest, Dahla, would discover a new meaning here—a peace that 
would lead her to a realm of beautiful dreams. 


When the bed was set, she invited Dahla into the snug nook she had 
made. Dahla looked around with eyes shining with gentle awe and 
gratitude, softly touching the quilted patterns as if they were 
cherished memories rekindled. She murmured, “How immense this 
kindness is, yet how profound its simplicity. A bed, a roof, walls to 
shield me from the night—these have become dreams I scarcely 
dared to hope for.” Her smile was that of a wounded heart finding 
healing at last, though traces of sorrow lingered. 


Dahla closed her eyes and let a surge of gratitude fill her soul. She 
nestled into the quilt and pillow, feeling their softness wrap around 
her like a warm embrace. She breathed in the aroma of oak leaves and 
herbs that Adalinda had sprinkled on the linens. She listened to the 
fire’s gentle crackle and Adalinda’s soothing voice humming a 
lullaby. She felt safe and cherished in a way she had almost lost. 

She slipped into sleep with a smile on her lips and a prayer in her 
heart: Thank you for this blessing of solace. Thank you for this 

friend. 

Adalinda gazed at Dahla’s sleeping face for a while, feeling a swirl of 
emotions. She was happy that Dahla had stumbled upon her cottage 
in the woods, seeking shelter from the war that had torn her land 
apart. 


"She was overjoyed that Dahla had stumbled upon her cottage in the 
woods, seeking refuge from the war that had ravaged her land. She 
was moved by her courage and fortitude in the face of such atrocities. 
She was captivated by her tale." 


She was hopeful that she could help her heal and find joy again. 


"Dahla closed her eyes and surrendered to the deep rest that she had 
craved for so long. She slipped into sleep, and her dreams carried her 
away. She found herself in a misty forest where the trees hid secrets 
and mysteries. She wandered aimlessly, holding a lantern that barely 
pierced the gloom. 


She pondered the meaning conveyed through visionary symbols, truth 
reflected as in an obscure mirror. A strange bond with this wood did 
form, as 1f wildwood’s shelter held a mirror to her soul. There 
remained something concealed here, verity wanting unveiling, though 
how and where to search she could not now discern. 


All seemed like a maze wherein a child now wandered, lost and 
confused. Whispers of insight haunted each shadowed turn yet 
brought not clarity. The forest felt like a crucible where fire and 
darkness mingled, by which she must be assailed ere truth could 
emerge purified and pierce the veil. 


Thus did she roam its paths, hoping each turn might yield revelation 
until at last came a voice as if in waking dream. “This forest holds 
your heart’s deep secrets if you have the courage to search them out.” 


The voice came soft, feminine yet ageless, familiar yet strange. She 
turned toward its source, and there as if conjured by visage alone, a 
woman stood. Fair hair slightly visible under green cap, gray eyes 
carried wisdom of worlds, and smile was solace. 


She approached and spoke: “This wood is a mirror, and all paths lead 
to truth once you learn to see.” 


The forest was a reflection of herself, and journey’s end was the heart 
laid bare." 

She was dressed in a long, modest tunic of indigo wool, the 
color of twilight. On her head, she wore a beret with a violet 
star — a sign of her spiritual quest. The star shone dimly, like a 
lonely spark in the dark, but it did not warm her in this cold and 


shadowy realm. She carried a lantern of ancient copper, 
battered and tarnished. Its light changed color as if it had a 
mind of its own, not following her will. Sometimes it glowed 
amber, filling her with hope and warmth. Other times, it burned 
violet, revealing hidden truths and meanings that stirred her 
soul. The lantern was shaped like a teardrop, with facets of 
pale blue glass — as if it had captured and preserved the light 
of dawn. Its chain was made of silver, forming an endless loop 
that symbolized her journey — always turning back on itself, but 
never ending. 


She wondered why her lantern changed color, what it was 
trying to show her. She felt a curious attraction to the violet 
light, as if it was calling her to something deeper and higher. 
She felt a longing for wisdom and understanding, for a glimpse 
of the divine. But she also felt afraid of what she might 
discover, of what it might demand from her. She felt torn 
between the comfort of the amber light and the challenge of the 
violet light. 


She wondered what the star on her beret meant, what it 
represented. She felt a faint hope that it was guiding her to her 
destiny, to her true self. She felt a desire for transcendence 
and transformation, for a new dawn in her life. But she also felt 
doubtful of her worthiness, of her readiness. She felt humble 
before the star’s radiance and power. 


She wondered what this forest held for her, what secrets and 
mysteries it concealed. She felt a restless urge to explore and 
discover, to learn and grow. She felt a hunger for adventure 
and wonder, for beauty and magic. But she also felt wary of the 
dangers and risks, of the unknown and unpredictable. She felt 
cautious before the forest’s complexity and mystery. 


She walked through the mist, and saw two figures emerge before her. 
One was dark as night, like a swamp or bog. On its head, a crown of 
two stars with ruby embers. It whispered, “Look within, and find 


truth that was given to you and is telling you what is really outside. 
The light you seek can be hidden under sorrow and fear.” 


Halt, noticing now the dark form by her side. Bone-chilling terror — 
yet deeper pulsed a questioning, forbidden hope. 


“Who art thou?” she demanded, “And what means this, thou being 
here?” 


The shade did reply, “I am but shadow of thy strife-wracked spirit. 
That part which knows anguish and sorrow, as common doom. I 
come not to shield from woe, but rather face each trial unafraid. 


Deny them not, the pain and grief of this earth. Face each instead 
with eyes open, that through suffering transformation might emerge. 
Darkness holds secrets light alone could ne’er unlock, for ‘tis through 
shadows the brightest dawn shall break. 


She shivered and said, “But I don’t want to face them. They are too 
hard and too scary. They make me feel hopeless and helpless. How 
can I find any light in them?” 


The dark figure said, “You can find the light by looking within your 
true destiny. By listening to your inner voice that guides you through 


the darkness and sings you songs of infinite hope inscribed on the 
hidden book of your soul. By trusting your intuition inspired by 
immortal words that tells you what is right and what is wrong. By 
following your heart that leads you to love and compassion. By 
remembering your life that connects you to the source origin of all 
life.” 


She nodded and said, “I see. You are not here to harm me, but to help 
me. You are not my enemy, but my friend. You are not my darkness, 
but my light.” 


The dark figure smiled and said, “Yes, that is true. Now come further, 
and you will see something more” 


The other was bright as dawn, like the sun’s first rays. On its head, a 
crown of roses with flickering petals. In the roses, two eyes like 
candles from a primal fire. It spoke, “You are free beyond your 
knowing. Break your heart’s chains, and walk unbound. True 
freedom is in following the eternal rules of spirit, not the worldly 
wants or wandering unrestrained.” 


She turned and looked at the bright figure. She felt a warmth in her 
chest, but also a doubt in her soul. She asked, “And who are you? 
And what do you mean by that?” 


The bright figure answered, “I am the light of your soul. I am the part 
of you that knows the joy and beauty of this world. I am here to help 
you embrace them, not to reject them. For only by embracing them 
can you find the happiness and peace that flow from them.” 


She smiled and said, “But I don’t know how to embrace them. They 
are too fleeting and too fragile. They make me feel greedy and 
restless. How can I find any freedom in them?” 


The bright figure said, “You can find the freedom by being 
obediently to law that embrace all universe. By aligning your will 
with the divine plan that guides you through the light. By honoring 
unchangeable values that tell you what is good and what is bad. By 


expressing your creativity that leads you to beauty and joy. By 
awakening your consciousness that connects you to the rules and 
teachings of all things.” 


She bowed and said, “I understand. You are not here to tempt me, but 
to teach me. You are not my rival, but my mentor. You are not my 
bondage, but my freedom.” 


The bright figure laughed and said, “Yes, that is true. Now come with 
me, and I will show you more.” 


Their forms were shrouded, but she felt a profound light from them. 
A timeless illumination, not of any sun or flame but of truth itself. 
She walked between guides, who shed light on her journey through 
this shadowy world. 


The dark one showed her how to face anguish and sorrow with open 
eyes and willing heart. To confront fear and darkness as a doorway to 
insight and awakening. 


The bright one showed her how to find freedom in following the 
eternal truth, not the longing for competitions with others in Earthly 
achievements. To discover purpose from blissful words of guidance, 
to transform perception and shape each step. To see with vision of 
kindness. 


She felt a surge of gratitude and awe for both of them. She realized 
they were both aspects of herself, and of the one who created her. She 
realized she was not alone or lost in this world, but accompanied and 
guided by love and wisdom. 


She said to them both, “Thank you for being here with me. Thank 
you for showing me the way. Thank you for helping me grow.” 


Dahla walked through mist and shadow, guided by figures who 
knew this realm as their own. Amid the familiar anguish and 
longing, she felt an ever deeper peace. Purpose stirred as 
meaning shaped each step. 


As she followed where this strange road now led, two shades 
emerged to meet her. One was pale as moonlight on darkest 
seas, and whispered of fleeing endlessly. Its countless eyes 
seemed glimpses into madness itself. This was Cowardice, 
forever finding only deeper dread the more the heart gave way 
to fear. 


Cowardice took the form of a timid rabbit, wearing a green 
scarf and cap. Its pale eyes blinked with countless sorrows, as 
if haunted by phantoms only it could see. 


The other was fearless as a morning star, and voiced hope and 
flame. Radiant wings of light, like fiery embers taking form, as if 
to take flight at any moment. This was Courage, who spoke 
only of walking onwards through each fear, as a gateway to 
truth alone. 


Courage appeared as a lion, with two bright marigold flowers 
intertwining to form a crown. Its eyes glowed with an eternal 
emerald light, seeing only purpose even in darkness. 


Meaning found not in lives untouched by haunting pain but 
courage to perceive each as a teacher. And so joy sang with 
grief, as sorrows carried lessons to convey — any who 
wandered as she once did. These shades would forge her 
path, virtues and vices now familiar guides. 


The pale trembling rabbit and lion of light represented life’s 
hardest choices and the insights awakening from each. One 
found only deeper dark, the other eternal light — depending on 
the courage to perceive truth in every trial. 


Anguish now a smelting flame, bringing purities to forge the 
soul. And hardship was purpose, for eyes opening at last. She 


realized each step led where it did, to find meaning in every 
moment — as lessons shaped purpose and set the heart on fire. 


She paused and looked at them both, feeling their presence in 
her soul. Cowardice lurked on one hand, whilst Courage 
stood resolute upon the other. 


To flee or face each darkest terror; hide from light or now 
emerge. 


Eyes closed once more, she listened. Deeper wisdom echoed 
through her soul, speaking past doubt or anguish. An inner 
voice, a truth more profound than passing fear. 


Opening to the sight, she smiled. Purpose and path now clear 
as dawn. 


Reaching forth, she grasped the Lion's mane, feeling fiery 
strength and fearless vitality arise. As wings emerged from 
within, confidence now her own. 


Turning to Cowardice, she spoke soft words of thanks and 
farewell. "Lessons thou hast taught, yet purpose here is done. 
No more am | thy charge." 


Within its gaze she spied a flicker of sorrow, yet relief in equal 
measure. Its shadows now had served, and sun now shone. 


She turned back to Courage and said firmly, “Let’s go.” The 
lion nodded and roared with joy. They walked together into the 
light, leaving behind the mist and shadow. She felt free and 
alive, ready for whatever awaited her on this new path. She 
had found her hidden self: the one who dared to live with 
courage. 


The path led her toward an ancient tree, where a lady of grace and 
radiant joy gathered. She fed an aged hare, whispering gleeful hope 
as she offered each tasty carrot with a smile that softened the hare’s 


aged eyes. This was Compassion, robed in violet silk embroidered 
with doves taking flight. 


Two crimson poppies rested in her sunny hair, as if blossoms 
awakening to meet the dawn. “I rejoice at every light kindled,” her 
laughter tinkled soft as silver bells. “And weep not over sorrows that 
but fuel flames to reach ever higher. Find purpose not through tears 
alone, but by stoking each spark into sunward blaze.” 


Under the gnarled branches, a figure slumbered. She seemed carved 
of ivory, disheveled hair and worn cotton dress the only signs of life. 
This was Indifference, who stirred not at Dahla’s approach or the 
lady’s molten song of joy. Her eyes remained closed, breath and 
pulse unmoving as if already a fading statue. 


Compassion saw purpose in lending light where fading neared, yet 
through kindling bliss instead of bitter weeping. Indifference fell into 
abyssal chill through indifference’s lasting frost, finding depth in 
remaining unmelted stone. 


Dahla spoke to each shade, “Your radiant laughter awakens question, 
of one who always weeps at shadows and sorrows not sun’s fire. And 
stillness itself now stone, yet you smile as if joy were purpose 
enough.” 


To Indifference she said, “Not all lights shall fade, though pyre or 
ember alone remains. Some flames purify and strengthen, as alchemy 
to wake from statue’s chill.” And to Compassion, “While purpose 
finds purpose in kindling any flame, find meaning in your own. Lend 
warmth where cold has come to dwell, yet weep not for sorrows not 
your sun.” 


Each lesson was fire or frost, awakening or indifference’s slow decay. 
Strength emerged through purifying purpose, lent where fading 
neared or alchemy of her sunward transformation. No shadow or 
silence so deep as to not emerge perceiving eternal light, even where 
all else has been wept into ash and chill or smiles into radiance alone. 


Anguish at once veil and sun, to lose the soul or forge wings of flame. 
She thanked them, for lessons to make her own light visible at last, 


and schooled enough to tend only sorrows awakening her higher 
climb or stir to golden joy. Her heart had been purged, of what ignites 
not ascent into dawn or finds meaning not in kindling welcomed 
radiance. 


The path now clear, she walked on. Purpose in each trembling step, 
meaning in rippling sun. Her haunting teachers now guides, forever 
showing where once only longed escape into dimming dark or 
indolent day. And so wisdom emerged from shadows themselves, 
made sun. 


Dahla followed the path to an old twisted tree that looked like a guard 
in the woods. Under its bent branches, a kind and happy lady took 
care of a small animal. She gave an old hare some food with gentle 
hands, saying hopeful words as she handed each crunchy carrot with 
a smile that made the hare’s tired eyes bright. This was Compassion, 
dressed in purple silk with birds embroided on it. 


Two poppies were in her sunny hair, that looked as they were 
meeting morning time. “I’m happy for every light that kindness 
brings to the world,” she said with a laugh that sounded soft as little 
bells. “And I don’t cry over sad things that only make the fires go 
higher. Find what you want to do not by crying alone, but by making 
each fire go up to the sun.” 


She turned to Dahla and said, ““You see this hare? He is old and weak, 
but he still enjoys life. He does not let his pain or fear stop him from 
being grateful for what he has. He knows that every moment is 
precious and every carrot is sweet. He teaches me to be joyful and 
generous, even when things are hard.” 


Under the old tree, another person lay still. She looked like she was 
made of white stone, her messy hair and old cotton dress the only 
signs of life. This was Indifference, who did not move when Dahla 
came near or when the lady sang her happy song. Her eyes stayed 
shut, her breath and heartbeat very slow as if she was almost gone. 


Compassion saw what she wanted to do in giving light where it was 
dark and scary, but she did it by making people happy not by 
spreading sorrow over something that is not possible to change. 
Indifference went into a very cold place because of her own coldness, 
finding comfort in being a stone that did not melt. 


Dahla talked to both of them, “Your happy laugh makes me wonder 
about one who always cries at dark things and sad things that are not 
hers to worry about. And your quietness is like stone itself, but you 
smile as if being happy was all you wanted to do.” 


To Indifference she said, “Not all lights will go away, even if they get 
smallernas a tiny spark. Some fires can make themselves cleaner and 
stronger, like magic to wake up from stony existence.” She touched 
her cold hand and said, “You have a light inside you, too. You don't 
have to hide it or let it die. You can make it shine brighter by caring 
about s someone. You can make it warmer by feeling Compassion to 
troubles of others. You can make it bigger by sharing it with someone 
or something.” 


She looked into her closed eyes and said, “You don't have to be alone 
or afraid. You don't have to be silent or still. You can be alive and 
awake. You can be happy and free. You can be yourself and more.” 


And to Compassion she said, “While it’s good that you want to help 
any creature that needs you, don’t forget to find what makes you 
happy too. Give your warmth where it’s cold and lonely, but don’t be 
sad for things that are outside of your power” She hugged her and 
said, “You have a light inside you, too. You don't have to give it all 
away or let it burn out. You can keep some of it for yourself by doing 
what you love or being with whom you love. You can care about 
yourself too and say No, when you cannot do something. 


Each thing she learned was like fire or ice, either making her feel 
more or less. She learned to find strength by doing what her inner 
moral encouraged her to do, and being who she was meant to be. 


The mist swallowed the path, and skeletal trees loomed in the 
shadows. A deathly silence hung in the air, as if all life had frozen in 
fear. 


Out of the gloom came Wisdom, a small gnome with ancient eyes 
that kindled souls from ignorance. He wore green velvet and a violet 
cap, and sat on huge books of gold and leather. 


His face was etched with deep lines, like an old oak’s branches. His 
gentle eyes gazed at her from behind half-moon glasses, full of 
sorrow and joy for life’s trials and triumphs. His lips curved in a 
subtle smile, hiding a well of mirth. 


In his wrinkled hands, he held a lantern of silver and gold, dimly 
glowing with the light and dark of endless years and worlds. “Each 
sorrow is like a thirsty tree, my child,” he whispered like a breeze. 
“Silence can heal or harm, you can lose yourself or find your way 
home.” 


A clang of metal broke the silence, and a knight in shining steel and 
red plume charged into the mist, lance and shield raised — but it was 
Ignorance, seeing enemies in every shape. His armor was flashy but 
battered, his eyes hidden by a visor that blinded it to reality. His 
shield showed a mouse riding a dragon, sword in hand — a symbol of 
Ignorance’s thoughts of grandeur and glory. 


In one hand, he wielded a sword of dull steel — in the other, a torn 
white flag that he waved as a challenge. 


And on his head, he wore a helmet of wool, not to protect its brain — 
but to muffle its conscience. 


Ignorance charged blindly into the mist, slashing and stabbing at the 
shadows. He thought he was brave and noble, fighting against the 
unknown. Hedid not see the beauty or the mystery of the world, only 
the danger and the fear. 


He came upon Wisdom, sitting calmly on his books, holding his 
lantern. Ignorance raised its sword and shield, ready to strike. 


But Wisdom did not flinch or flee. He gazed at Ignorance with 
compassion and curiosity. “Why do you come with weapons, my 
child?” he asked gently. ““What is it you fear?” 


Ignorance faltered, startled by the old scholar’s warmth. His sword 
and shield began to lower. He peered closer through his visor, saw 
Wisdom’s kindly eyes and weathered face. Felt an unfamiliar flutter 
within his chest. 


“Who are you?” Ignorance demanded. “And what are you doing 
here?” 


“My job is to glean secrets, gathered through journey and trial — and 
impart meaning found, to lift other souls from shadows into light. 


Mysteries are my aims, unknown paths my purpose. Each veil pierced 
yields deeper truth, each hardship faced a lesson to share and learn. 


Truth awakens gradually, amid each struggle and shadow. 


The stories I now weave aim to guide others in their journeys, 
kindling hope where once despair may have reigned. Flames of 
insight kindled through confronting each terror, emerging brighter 
and wiser from darkness endured. 


My purpose is to explore each veil, adventure each uncharted trail 
and share each discovery. Awakening insight through confronting 
anguish, seeing promise in plight and possibilities in each hardship — 
finding magic in each trial. 


The tales I now tell forge chains linking sorrow to solace, purpose 
born of aimlessness. New eyes with which to see emerge from each 
struggle — by sharing discovered flame, more souls shall emerge from 
shadows into light. 


Each narrative a mystical journey into the unknown, secrets 
uncovered gradually reshaping shadows into guiding star. Deeper 
kinship found in facing each difficulty, rather than fleeing into 
oblivion. 


Purpose now illuminated, former anguish now a wellspring of 
wisdom. 


Such is the knowledge I now aim to share, that was received through 
my own journey into dark unknown. Awakening understanding 
through confronting each terror, instead of fleeing from its shade. 
Truth and solace emerging from shadows endured, purpose now clear 
as dawn breaking. 


Flames of insight discovered, my hope now Kindling other souls who 
walk in night — sharing secrets spoken from anguish transformed, 
guidance and guard between sorrow and peace found. Though each 
travel their own path, we now walk together toward light. 


“Learning? Teaching? Exploring? Sharing? Loving?” Ignorance did 
not comprehend these strange notions. “What do these words mean?” 


“Learning is discovering new things about yourself and the world,” 
said Wisdom. “Teaching is helping others do the same. Exploring is 
venturing into the unknown with an open and courageous mind. 
Sharing is giving and receiving with kindness and gratitude. Loving 
is connecting with others, and caring for them as you care for 
yourself.” 


Ignorance was astonished. He felt the first spark of illumination 
within his mind, a glimmer of light in his eyes. He longed to know 
more. 


“How?” he asked. “How do I learn? How do I teach? How do I 
explore? How do I share? How do I love?” 


Wisdom smiled. And so the lesson began. Wisdom said, “You do 
these things by opening your heart and your mind. By listening and 
speaking with respect and honesty. By asking questions and seeking 
answers with humility and openness. By embracing diversity and 
celebrating similarity with joy and wonder. By giving kindness and 
receiving forgiveness with grace and compassion.” 


Ignorance felt a surge in his soul, a fire in his chest. He wanted to try 
to learn something. It said, “Can you show me? Can you teach me? 
Can you help me?” 


Wisdom nodded and said, “Of course, my child. I am here for you. 
Come, sit with me on these books. They are full of stories and 
wisdom from many times and places. Let me light your way with this 
lantern. It is full of light and dark from many worlds and experiences. 
Let us learn together, let us teach each other, let us explore together, 
let us share with each other, let us love each other.” 


Ignorance felt a tear in its eye, a smile on its face. It took off its 
helmet of wool, its visor of steel, its sword of dullness, its shield of 
pride, its flag of falsehood. It laid them down on the ground, and 
walked towards Wisdom. 


It sat beside him on the books, and took his hand in its own. 


It looked at him with awe and gratitude. 


It said, 


“Thank you.” 


Wisdom and Ignorance sat together on the books, holding hands. 
Wisdom opened one of the books and began to read aloud. It was a 
book of poetry, full of words that sang and danced. Ignorance listened 
with wonder and delight. He felt the rhythm and the rhyme, the 
meaning and the emotion. He asked questions and learned new 
words. He repeated some of the verses and made up some of his own. 
He laughed and cried with Wisdom. 


They read for a long time, until the mist began to clear. The full moon 
rose in the sky, and cast its silver light on the trees. The trees were 
not bones, but living beings. They had leaves and flowers, fruits and 
seeds. They had colors and shapes, scents and sounds. They had 
stories and wisdom of their own. 


Wisdom closed the book and said, “Let us go and meet the trees. 
They are our friends and teachers. They can show us many things 
about life and nature.” 


Ignorance nodded eagerly and said, “Yes, let us go.” It got up from 
the books and followed Wisdom. 


They walked towards the trees, hand in hand. 


They greeted each tree with a bow and a smile. 


They touched each tree with reverence and curiosity. 


They listened to each tree with attention and interest. 


They learned from each tree with gratitude and joy. 


They loved each tree with respect and care. 


They became at peace with each tree. 


They became friends with each other. 


They became full of truth splendor. 


Dahla’s mind was filled with wonder and doubt as she listened to the 
exchange between Wisdom and Ignorance. She witnessed how 
Ignorance had opened his eyes to a new world of light and joy, but 
she also wondered — were there mysteries that would always elude 
him? Were there realms of wisdom that he could never access? 


She feared that Ignorance might become overconfident and think that 
he could grasp all the secrets of the universe. She questioned whether 
any lantern, no matter how precious, could truly dispel all the 
shadows of existence. Or whether each one only revealed a fraction, 
leaving other areas as dark and mysterious as before. 


She dreamed that she was walking in an ancient forest, like the one in 
the misty clearing. But here the trees were pillars of knowledge in a 
vast hall, extending infinitely in every direction. 


Some trees bore fruits of poetic insight, while others held bitter 
philosophies or histories of grief. She ventured deeper into this wood, 
hoping to uncover profound truths — but she realized that she could 
wander forever, finding only an endless, labyrinthine succession of 
trees. 


She felt overwhelmed by the enormity of the knowledge that 
surrounded her, and the impossibility of ever knowing it all. There 
were stories here for every soul that journeyed through lifetimes of 


time. But no single life could explore more than a sliver, no matter 
how curious or how long. 


Some lights could help, like Wisdom’s, but they could never banish 
the darkness completely. The forest’s roots and depths were as old 
and deep as the world itself. 


Maybe this was the ultimate wisdom — to accept that there would 
always be more woods to roam, more trees hiding secrets beyond any 
one soul’s reach. More darkness to enlighten, and more light to 
glimpse through parted veils. 


Each soul its own lantern, each life its own truth. Ignorance was not 
defeated — but transformed, always a traveler in a new glade of 
knowledge’s endlessly branching wood. Truth beyond metaphor, and 
always seeking a warmer embrace. 


These were her thoughts as she listened, dwelling in her 
imagination’s depths as in a wood of transcendence. 
“Each step a silent song in half-glimpsed endless night, each breathe 
a spark to guide the wandering way — yet light alone could never 
master darkness’ permanent throne. 


There would always be more unknown than known, more mystery 
than truth. And that, perhaps, was beauty’s deepest well. 


The forest’s dream faded into the world around, yet its quiet lessons 
remained. The journey goes on for each soul as for every life, lantern 
held aloft, part of the way home now found. By wisdom’s light or 
Ignorance’s slow-kindled flame — but never vanquished, truth’s 
darkness. 


Always more woods to wander, and more lights to guide the 
passageways. Deeper truths yet to discover, vaster realms of knowing 
to explore. 


The journey matters more than the goal — for life shall always lead 
deeper into the light and shadow, coming and going, always more. 


And Dahla smiled, at peace in the dream’s musing. For here she 
walked now as always, step by step and breathe by breathe, lantern in 
hand. Her wisdom was only this: that the journey goes on. 


Dahla found herself recalling a memory long faded into the 
background of her mind. She saw herself as a young girl, wandering 
in the forest near her village. Lost in thought, she had wandered 
farther than ever before, discovering a small clearing with an old 
stone cottage. 


An elderly woman emerged, smiling at the young girl with eyes 
crinkled from decades of joy and sorrow. “Do not be afraid, child. I 
have been waiting for you.” Her voice was warm honey, speaking 
with a depth beyond any Dahla had known. 


Dahla felt a strange pull towards the woman, as if she knew her from 
somewhere. She approached the cottage cautiously, curious and wary 
at the same time. “Who are you?” she asked. 


The woman chuckled softly. “I am you, my dear. Or rather, I am who 
you will become, if you follow your heart and seek the truth.” 


Dahla gasped, unbelieving what she heard. How could this be 
reallypossible? How could this woman be her future self? She looked 
at her closely, trying to find some resemblance. She saw the same 
brown hair and green eyes, but also wrinkles and scars that told 
stories of a life well-lived. 


The woman invited her inside, offering her a cup of tea and a seat by 
the fireplace. “I know you have many questions, child. I will try to 
give you answers. But tell me what is in depth of your soul. What do 
you like? What do you fear? What do you wonder?” 


Dahla hesitated, unsure how to answer. She had never spoken to 
anyone like this before. Most people in her village were busy with 
their daily chores and duties, rarely having time or interest for deeper 
conversations. She had always felt different from them, longing for 
more than what they offered. 


She looked into the woman’s eyes and saw a spark of understanding 
and compassion. She felt a warmth in her chest, recognizing in this 
woman a perceptiveness and wisdom to match Wisdom’s. But where 
Wisdom stirred poetic wonder, this woman ignited a more profound 
hope — that such perceptiveness might blossom in her too, with years 
of living, loving and pondering life’s beauty and heartache. 


She decided to trust her and opened her heart, telling her about her 
dreams and doubts, her joys and sorrows, her hopes and fears. The 
woman listened attentively, nodding and smiling occasionally. She 
did not interrupt or judge or teach; she simply let Dahla speak freely 
and fully. 


They spoke of small matters and great, sharing stories weaving truth 
from each thread of memory. The woman saw each question as 
opportunity rather than ignorance, guiding Dahla into deeper 
reflection through patient questions rather than answers. 


“Tell me, child,” she asked at one point. “What is your purpose in 
life?” 


Dahla thought for a moment. She had never thought about it earlier. 
She always tried to follow expectations of others. She had never 
asked herself what she should do according to universal law. 


“T don’t know,” she admitted. 


The woman smiled gently. “That’s okay, child. You don’t have to 
know right now. You can find in it when the certain time will come. 
But I will give you a hint: your purpose is not something you that is 
changeable; it is something that is stable.” 


Dahla looked puzzled. “How do I create my purpose?” 


The woman leaned forward and touched Dahla’s hand softly. “By 
following your curiosity and passion; by exploring your gifts and 
talents; by serving others and the world; by expressing universal truth 
and love; by learning from your mistakes and growing from your 
challenges; by finding joy in every moment and gratitude in every 
experience; by being yourself and becoming more better yourself.” 


Dahla felt surge of inspiration and excitement in her soul. She 
realized that this woman was not only showing her who she could be 
but also how she could be — how she could live meaningful and 
fulfilling life. 


She wept, realizing this woman who spoke of life and death with 
equal loving wisdom was a young girl no more. Each line on her face 
a map of journeys endured and insight gained along the way. She had 
come seeking adventure but found a guiding light, to follow or tarry 
as she chose. 


Wisdom awakened not through teaching but a shared poetic 
pondering. Solace found in realizing another soul who contemplated 
life’s moments as deeply as she, finding meaning in each and purpose 
in the journey itself — ever toward light and ever into the dark. 


Dahla had come seeking a compass but found a mirror, gazing 


Here is a possible continuation of the story: 


Dahla had come seeking a compass but found a mirror, gazing into 
which she glimpsed her truest self for the first time. Not defined by 
the world but by the questions that stirred her soul. The woman 
smiled, as if seeing this realization dawn — and Dahla smiled in turn, 
tears of joy on her cheeks. 


They hugged each other, feeling a connection beyond words and 
time. They knew they had to part soon, but they also knew they 
would never be apart. They had met each other in the most sacred 
place — the place where their souls dwelled. 


The woman gave Dahla a small pendant, shaped like a rose. “This is 
for you, child. A reminder of who you are and who you can be. A 
symbol of your light and your potential. Wear it always and 
remember me.” 


Dahla took the pendant and put it on her neck. She felt warmth in her 
heart, as if the pendant was alive and pulsing with energy. She 
thanked the woman for her gifts not only the pendant but also the 
wisdom, the love and the hope. 


They walked out of the cottage together, holding hands. The sun was 
setting, giving sky orange and purple hues. They came to edge of the 
clearing and stopped. They looked at each other one last time, 
knowing this was time to say goodbye. 


“Go now, child,” the woman said softly. “Go and live your life. Go 
and meet your purpose. Go and shine your light.” 


Dahla nodded and felt mixture of sadness and gratitude. She hugged 
woman again and whispered. “Thank you for your conversation with 


99 


me. 


She walked away, returning to her daily routine. 


She walked with new confidence and new joy; she walked with new 
vision and new direction; she walked with new purpose and new 
meaning. 


She walked into her future. 

Dahla remembered how she lost rose pendant 

The garden of her grandmother once a place of delight now a maze of 
weeds and thorns 

She picked her way through wildest place, hoping amid chaos to find 
fleeting beauty still. 

Her pendant, a gift of wisdom from old woman now gone, slipped its 
broken chain. Hung and spun like a sun-drenched jewel, then tumbled 
into shadows below. 


Frantically she searched the knotted branches and soil, yet found no 
glint of rose-gold pendant now. Loss surged anew, as if her mentor's 
voice and smile together had vanished. To leave this forlorn place 
forever, it seemed the only choice. 


Yet in her mind, a familiar gentle whisper: "Sorrow not for the 
pendant, a symbol alone, not the bond of our faith we now share. Our 
connection transcends any fragile chain. Purpose and meaning, the 


garden itself now a metaphor, you may bring beauty and blossom 
anew. 


The thorns that pierced and the weeds that crowded, they have not 
overcome. Look to roses still raising their heads, nourished by 
remembrance of all we now hold dear. Reminding you still of the 
wisdom and love always here. 


Perhaps the pendant yet lies in wait, hidden in tangles your eyes have 
not seen, a jewel and reminder of hope keys the way. 

But know this is truth: you are not alone. Your inner purpose is with 
you, my teaching and wisdom are in your heart, 

Peace and hope , my child, they remain. " 


Tears of sorrow now mingled with joy, a smile like dawn awakening 
across her lips. Grief and glory hand in hand now walked, insight 
blossoming where before only thorns had talked. 


She began to clear the garden, cutting and pulling the weeds. As she 
did, she uncovered hidden treasures and memories. Each rose had a 
story to tell, a lesson to teach. They spoke to her in metaphors and 
symbols, revealing the deeper meaning of life. 


She learned that life was not a straigh walk, but ina spiral dance. 
That everything was connected and interdependent. That joy and 
sorrow were two sides of the same coin. That beauty and struggle on 
the way of perfection were both part of love. That nothing was 
permanent, but everything was precious. 


She felt a sense of awe and gratitude as she worked. She realized that 
each rose was a reflection of divine plan, and so was she. She saw the 
unity and harmony of all creation, and her place in it. She understood 
that her own struggles and losses were part of a larger plan, a cosmic 

design. 


The roses taught her how to love with an open heart, even when it 
hurt. How to embrace the thorns as well as the petals. How to find 
meaning in the cycles of life and history. How to trust in the wisdom 
of the invisible guidance. 


She felt a peace and joy that she had never known before. She felt 
healed and whole. 


Dahla felt herself drifting away from her memories about gardening, 
where she had found beauty and wisdom in the roses. She was ina 
dream state, aware of her sleeping body in Adalinda’s cozy cottage, 
but also of her wandering soul in a misty forest. She was drawn to 
this place by a mysterious force, yet she also felt a longing to return 
to reality. 


She looked around and saw majestic trees that seemed to have 
witnessed many ages and secrets. An owl hooted in the distance, its 
sound cutting through the fog like a warning. Dahla felt a chill, 
knowing she was dreaming but unable to escape the dream’s 
enchantment. 


She remembered the insights and lessons she had learned in the 
overgrown garden, but they seemed distant and vague now. She had 
glimpsed a greater truth there, but it was hidden again by the veil of 
illusion. 


This forest was alive with whispers and echoes, subtle messages that 
touched her soul. Vines and branches intertwined among the ancient 
trunks, creating patterns and symbols. Something timeless and wise 
lived here, beyond words and thoughts. 


A deep and endless melody flowed from its depths, like a song that 
never ended but always changed. It was a song of life, expressing its 
truth in poetic ways rather than clear statements. It was a song that 
invited her to listen and learn, but also to sing along. 


Dahla realized she was not a prisoner of this dream, but a guest and a 
student. She was not lost between memory and oblivion, but between 
different levels of consciousness. She could find revelations here, if 
she opened her mind and heart. 


Here is a possible Section 2 describing Dahla’s discovery of the rose 
pendant upon the werewolf altar: 


The forest whispers and echoes gradually disclose a faint, winding 
path obscured by dense overgrowth and shadows. Trodden by many 
mysterious journeys lost to the ravages of time, the forgotten path 
seems to lead deeper into the primal roots of meaning itself. 


Where the obscured path finally opens into a small hidden glade 
dappled in pale mist, Dahla finds an ancient stone altar enshrouded in 
wild roses and thorny brambles. Her heart fills with equal measures 
of wonder and unease, for this seems no simple altar but a special 
shrine, untouched for untold centuries. 


As she moves closer to the altar through the tangled undergrowth, 
shapes and shadows in the glade seem to stir and whisper in the 
periphery of her vision — and Dahla notices a pair of glowing crimson 
eyes reflecting the pale morning mist before vanishing in an instant, 
yet an unease remains coiled in her heart — as if she has glimpsed a 
primal, unseen beast stirring from an ageless slumber. The roses and 
magic of this place now seem heavily scented with a lurking danger, 
not beauty alone. 


Carved into the weathered stone are strange symbols that stir 
forgotten memories of her family stories about ancient werewolves 
and shape shifters prowling the forests under the veil of night. 
Grotesque images of claws and talons — yet each seems subtly 
distorted, as if the unknown craftsman’s tools had turned against him 
in the midst of his grim work. 


An inscription upon the altar stones reads “Do not bow down before 
humans” — a warning, not a guidance, etched by a hand more that not 
belonged to a man.. And memories emerge of hushed stories telling 
how werewolves once revered the one who controls the movements 
of the cosmos and keeps the stars ablaze. This was a place for such 
primordial beings to gather beneath the shadowed boughs, not 
spiritual beginners. 


What’s more, Dahla now notices a crudely carved wolf’s head. Its 
eyes seem to follow her every step, questioning the dominion of 
mankind with a piercing gaze, This vivid incarnation of elemental 
power leaves no further doubt — she has intruded upon a werewolf’s 
shrine, a sacred place that none should tread. 


A vibration seems to pass through the stones — as if a tremor of 
enormous, inhuman emotion. The vibration seems to resonate from 


deep within the earth itself, ancient desires and hungers not yet 
quenched. The hairs on the back of Dahla’s neck rise, sensing an 
ageless presence awakening in the depths of the glade to perceive her 
own. She feels the real presence of primeval beings rousing from 
slumber. 


The wolf’s head image upon the altar, with its accusing gaze, 
provides the final clue — and warning. This was an habitation of 
mystical creatures not meant for mortal eyes. A dread congeals within 
Dahla’s veins, realizing she has come where none should go who has 
fear in the heart and no courage to face what lurks in the deepest 
shadows of the wood. 


Dahla noticed with disbelief and wonder that the rose pendant she 
had lost so many years ago now lay in the very center of the altar, 
nestled between gnarled roots. And yet, this was not all. 


A small silver mirror also stood beside the rose, reflecting its blooms 
and her own image gazing back at her; a gateway between realms, not 
of light but of shadow. Yet the reflection was not of her aged self, but 
the youthful maiden she had been in happier days. Her hand stretched 
out, almost as if drawn by some force beyond her will, grasping for 
this relic of brighter times now become an artifact of dark mystery. 


She wondered, should she dare to touch the rose, or leave it as a 
talisman of sorcery in this sinister place? If she claimed it, would its 
magic be corrupted, or would it recall the joy it once brought her, 
flesh made fair by love’s grace and youth’s radiance glimpsed anew 
in silvered glass? If left, would it become a symbol of the dark forces 


that now seemed to gather here, coiling in her wake to grasp for the 
sun itself? 


The mirror held other secrets, she sensed. Glimpses into mythic 
realms where she might catch a fleeting vision of what prowled in 
shadows, or what primordial shapes might lurk, unseen, in the depths 
of forest darkness rendered visible for an instant. 


Yet touch either, and she risked summoning forces not meant for 
mortal hands. Leaving them, sherisked their whispers continuing to 
build until she found herself surrounded, drowned in dark 
murmurings not her own and bony digits groping for solar fire. 


This rose and glass, artifacts of life and underworld—represented a 
series of deep choices with no apparent ‘right’ or safe path forward. 
Each had been left here, now, as if laid out upon an altar of deep 
mystery, for her alone. 


A test, or temptation? Guidance, or perdition? Salvation or doom? 
She could not say, and so must decide based upon memory and 
instinct alone, grasping at flickers of hope in the face of deepening 
dread. 


The symbols surrounding them, like claws reaching for the sun, 
offered no clear advice. This was a trial to be navigated blind, step by 
step, holding fast to herself lest she become as one of the beasts that 
prowled in darkness, unseen—or found her radiance usurped, her 
light devoured, assimilated into blackness. 


To touch, or not to touch. Claim, or abandon. Each carried its own 
risk of corruption or ruin. At the heart of the glade, these relics of 
love and underworlds had become an axis of choice with no zenith of 
light to guide her way—only struggling shadows, and bone-pale 
fingers groping for the sun. 


She could only follow where they led, into shadows or out again, 
hoping her heart did not become as twisted as the voices that seemed 
to gather, hungry, all around. Hoping she would find her way out of 
this place at all, and without losing pieces of her soul or youth’s 
bright flame. 


Dahla lifted the rose pendant from the altar, its petals as red as poppy 
dropping down to lay against her breast. At her throat, it seemed to 
pulse with a life of its own, as if awakening at her touch. 


Glancing into the silver mirror, she stifled a gasp. No longer did her 
youthful reflection gaze back at her, but a shimmering figure at once 
beast and maiden. Fangs gleamed sharp as the thorns around the 
rose’s golden heart; eyes reflecting moonlight as her own. 


She was a werewolf, she realized with startled sorrow and joy 
commingling. Born to shapeshift, yet she had denied her deep nature 
for decades, perceiving only threat in the beast that lurked within. 


Now, here in this place of whispering shadows, her truth was laid 
bare. And she found not horror, but solace. 


The wolf was as much her as the woman. One did not transcend the 
other; they were two faces of a single soul. 


Each had suffered in their separation. Reunion brought not peril but 
profound peace. 


The pendant at her throat seemed a key unlocking chambers in her 
being she had long thought dark and barred. Previously shut doors 
now swung open, as if moving on ancient and well-oiled hinges. 


A light and magic she had for so long misunderstood as a curse, now 
revealed as a birthright. A source of wisdom and wild joy. 


The glade itself seemed alive with such possibilities. Whispers and 
echoes no longer breaths of gathering dread but comfort and council. 
The wood stirred with knowledge far deeper than her own. An oracle 
and guide. 


A guide to what, she sensed she must now discover. No longer would 
she flee this truth, but embrace it. 


Each step henceforth a quest into light and shadow, peril and 
transcendence; entwined as the wolf and maiden within her soul. 


The rose pendant at her throat, rose in truth, awakening to unfold 
secrets 


Violet and gold which had lain slumbering within petals red as poppy 
flower. 


A reminder too, that human soul is so magical and can be as wild as 
the heart that beat, unleashed, within her breast. No attempt to 
renounce body, but remember spiritual nature. For soul was united 
with body for a purpose and reason of trials. 


The journey ahead would be one of remembering, not escape. 
Reacquainting with a deep, wild soul she had too long estranged. 


Discovering joy within what she had once only seen as curse. 


This truth brought tears, but of sorrow now transmuted to poignant 
gladness. Years of perceiving her gifts as doom, now melting into 
gratitude for a light that could illuminate even the darkest of places. 
Make a place of peril a stepping stone, rather than full of trap and 
snare. 


She was werewolf, and in this found peace. Her nature was magic, 
and in this discovered home. 


No more would she flee this truth, but with rose pendant at throat 
and wonder in heart, embark on a journey of remembrance. 


Here is a possible continuation of the story: 


A small, ragged figure emerged from the misty forest and approached 
the altar, bowing deeply. Dahla gasped, recognizing her old teacher — 
the wise woman who had first gifted her the rose pendant, so many 
years ago. She had not seen her since she left the village in search of 
fame and fortune, rejecting her teacher’s teachings as outdated and 
restrictive. 


Her teacher spoke, voice as soft and crackling as autumn leaves: 
“You have remembered at last, my child, what was always within 
your soul. The rose pendant has led you back to your true self, after 
wandering in the dark for so long. But power awakens pride, as much 
as light awakens shadows. Pride and peril walk hand in hand.” 


Dahla bowed her head, suddenly aware of tears swimming in her 
eyes. She remembered now, how she had fled her teacher’s counsel, 
perceiving it as taboo and threat. Due to pride, she had denied her 
deep nature for decades. 


“Forgive me, teacher,” she whispered. “I was unwise and arrogant. I 
thought I knew better than you, than the ancient ways of my inner 
nature. I thought I could make my own destiny, without regard for the 
balance of reality and my wishes. 


“I forgive you. The rose pendant has done its work, unraveling lies 
and illusions to reveal truth,” her teacher continued. “Yet more is 
required. You must tend this flame with wisdom and humility.” 


A golden figure appeared then, crowning himself with laurels and 
gazing upon her with scorn and disdain. Dahla realized with startled 
horror this must be a vision of her former self, so arrogantly denying 
her gifts in favor of vain pride. 


At her teacher’s stern rebuke, the gilded figure froze — then fled, 
disappearing in a flash. Her teacher regarded her gravely and said: 
“This is the peril of pride, my child. It whines of doom, but courtier 
of vanity. Always it scorns the simple rose, favoring laurel wreath 
and gold. 


Remember that you are shapeshifter, not tyrant. Steward, not master. 
The rose pendant that awakens you also guards deep truths.” 


Dahla bowed low to the one who cares about the all world, humbled 
and made wise by terror and vision. She saw now how pride, for all 
its pomp, was but lace and shadow. How humility was the rose’s 
heart, golden and guarded. 


Her nature was a gift to steward, not weapon to seize dominion. 
Power was to be felt and followed, not grasped and wielded. 


The journey ahead was one of deep remembering, and relearning joy 
and mystery where once only saw challenge or threat. 


She felt a gratitude for her teacher’s guidance and love. 


Dahla awoke slowly, dim awareness coalescing into memory — 
traveling far from home, the dark and twisting path, Adalinda’s 
cottage a guiding light. A mysterious dream had filled her slumber, 
symbols and visions emerging from depths unfathomed. 


Flickers of joy and sorrow, magic and doom intertwined — rose and 
thorn, moon and raven, eternal cypress guarding secrets buried deep. 
They whispered of purpose hiding in this gloom, revelations pried 
from anguish and heart’s undoing. 


Her wand’rings led where they were meant to lead, from a pit of 
despair to the place of solace solace. 


As understanding dawned, she smiled — sensing Adalinda’s presence 
though alone in the bed. Her kind and mysterious hostess, forever 
weaving spells of protection and providing shelter for wayward 
wanderers. Dahla’s journey had led her where it was meant to lead. 


“You have come far, and seen much darkness, yet kept faith in what 
light might emerge,” Adalinda said, voice soft as a lullaby. “Wisdom 
and revelation await those bold enough to wander where solace is 
found.” 


Dahla gazed into eyes like moonlight on still waters, finding peace. 
“Each step led me from gloom to joy, me on,” she replied. “ And I 
feel completely free. I accept who I am.” 


Adalinda smiled, and hinted that she knew what adventures Dahla 
had in the dream time, 
The sun was rising and new day started. 


